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THE BEAUTIFUL LAND. 
BY THOMAS MACKELLAR. 

"There is a land immortal, 
‘I'he beautiful of lands ¢ 

Beside that ancient portal 
A sentry grimly stands. 

He only can undo it, ; 
And open wide the door, 

And mortals who pass through it, 
Le Are mortals never move. 

That glorious land is Heaven, 
And Death the sentry grim 

The lord thereof has given 
The opening keys to him. 

And ransomed spirits sighing, 
And sorrowful for sin, 

Do pass the gate in dying, 
And freely enter in. 

Though dark and drear the passage 
That leadeth to the gate, 

Yet grace comes with the message, 
‘Fo souls that watch and wait ; 

And at the time appointed, 
A messenger comes down, 

And leads tho Lord's anointed 
From cross to glory’s crown. ~ 

} Their sighs are Tost in singing, 
They're blessed in their tears 3 

Their journey heavenward winging, 
They leave on earth their fears. 

Death like an angel seemeth : 
“ We welcome thee,” they cry ; 

Their face with glory beameth ; 
"Tis life for them to die. 
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TOUTHS DEPARTMENT. 

The Dying iiss. 

I was but five years old when my mother died; 
but ber image is as distinct tomy recollection, 
now that twelve years have elapsed, as it was 
at the time of her death.” I remember her asa 

pale, beautiful, gentle being, with a sweet 
sthife, and a voice that was soft and cheerful 

‘whefishe prased me, and when I' ‘erred, (for ¥ 

was a wild, thoughtless child,) there was a 

trembling mildness about it that always went to 
my | little heart. And then she was so ki 80 
patigaf § ‘methinks I can now see her large blue 
eyes moist with sorrow because of my ehildish 
waywardngss ; and hear her ‘repeat, ‘My ehild, 
how ean’yougrieve me so!’ * I'recollect she had 
tof a long time been pale and feeble, and that 
sometimes there would come a bright spet on 
her cheek, which made her look so lovely that 
i thought she must be ‘well. But when she 
sometimes spoke of dying, pressed me to her 
bosom and told me to be good ; when she was 
goneyand to love my father a great deal, and be 
—— him, for he would have no one else to 
1ov¥. "1 recollect she was very sick all day, and 
my little hobby-horse and whip were laid aside, 
and tried to be very quiet. ‘1 did not see her 
for the whole day, and it seemed very long. At 
wight they told me my mother was, too sick to 
l:iss me, as she always used to do before I went 
to bed, and I must go without it.” But 1 could 
not.” Fstole into the room, and lying ray lips 
close to hers, whispered, ‘Mother, mother, won't 
you kiss me ¥ Her lips ‘wefe very cold; and 
whi she put her arm around me, laid ny head 
wpon het bosom, and one hand upon my ‘gheek, 
I folt a cold shuddering creep all over me... My 
oe carried me from the room, but he could 

k. After they put mein bed, I lay a 
‘while thinking. 1 feared that my mother 
= indeed die, for her cheek felt as my little 
sister's did wheashe died and’ they laid: her in | 
p- nd, * But the i impressions of imortality 

ways indistinel in childhood, and, I soon 
on asleep. In the morning 1 hastend to. my 
no 
face, "1 

Yard, and only the lovely expression that always | 
rested on her lips ret In’ ad instant all 
the little faults for which. ; had 80, often re- 
proved mo, rushed upon my mind. 1 longed to 
tell her how g d 1° would ‘alv s be'if 
would rémidin with me. * She was b buried, “bat. 
or damehownta of era md 

Fr 

and her mother did » not 

room. A white napkin covered et | 
“removed it—it was just as 1 feared. ahs 

Her eyes were closed ; her cheek was. wid | ‘ 

forever with me, strengthening my Lies: resolu- | 
tions and weakening my propensity to do evil. 
I felt that it would grieve: her gentle’ + 
see me err, and I could nbt, would novdoit: 1 
wis the child of het affection, 1 knew ‘she had 
prayed and wept over me, and that, even on the 
threshold of eternity, her affection for me had 
caused her gentle spirit to linger, that she ov ir 
pray for me once more. resolved to ! 
that she could desire. This resolution. 1 ro 
never forgotten. Xt helped .ane 1 subdue. the 
waywardness of childhood, protected me through 
the temptations of youth, and. will comfort 
support me through the busier scenes of man- 
hood. Whatever thete is estimable in my 

character, T owe to the impressions of goodness 
made fipon my infant mind by the exemplary 
conduct and faithful instruction of roy guenliont 
mother — Parent's a Magazine. 

The Cup of Cold Water. 

One morning in June, Mr. Amold, the Minis- 

ter of the parish, called at Mr. Cole’s, and ashe | 
was wont, began to talk on the subject of reli- 
gidn. . His manner was such as %o render it 
pleasant, not repulsive. His heart was ‘so full 
of love, and he was so earnest in his desires to 

promote his Master's cause, that even the most 
careless loved to hear him converse on the sub- 
jeet of religion. 

Little Ellen, who was not quite five years old, 
loved Mr, Arnold very much, She thought he 
was the very best man in the. world.. , When he 
came, she always took her litle chair and sa | 
beside him, and. listened to what he said, as | 
though she could understand it all’ and she did | 
understand much more than her friends od 
posed. 

After Mr. Arnold had hee sitting for og 
time, Ellen arose and went out at thie door. As 
she did not immediately return, he said,’ Whese 
is my little friend gone ¥’ 

‘I don’t know,” ‘said Mrs. Cole, ‘I sorslnow 

her to leave the room when you were here before, 
she ‘will be back in 4 mintel”  ~ 

Pretty soon, Ellen came in with a red face, 

and atin cap full of cold water, which she gave 
to Mr. Arnold. 

“Thank you, my dear,’ said he, pe, “did 

you know 1 was thirsty t It is delicionsly 
cool.” 

‘Have you been’ tothe spring,’ said. Mrs. 
Cole, knowing that there was no cool. water in 

the host, . 

‘Lam very much obliged pap for your trou- 
ble, said the Minister, When he had offered a 
brief prayer, he took his leave. 
‘What made you 80 and ¢ get the cup of water 

for Mx. Arnold. ¥' said Mrs. Cole to her. daugh- 
ter. . Ellen seemed reluetant to give an Iowa 

it. 
The matter continued to employ Mrs, Cole's 

thoughts, and pretty soon. it occurred to her, that 
the passage of Beriptates read by*Mr, Cole at 
morning prayers was the cause of Ellen's cop- 
duct in regard to the cup ‘water. . *Ellen, dear, 
said she, ‘tell. mother what led you to go to the 
‘spring? Was. it wiiat papa’ nd Bible 
this morning? ~~ a ee 
#Yes, ma'am said Eflen, i a Tow voice. The 
passage 10 whieh’ 
‘whosoever. ‘shall gi give to. drink, unto’ these little 
ones a cup of water only, in the'name ofa disei-. fe 

ple, verily I say unto’ you. he sha
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Memory and Conscience, 
[The following oes om the a association of 
me and pu ERY are in from a discourse 
by Rev. Dr. Beecher.], 

«Connected, with conscience isthe office of ‘mem- 
ory. The retrospections of the ‘mind are as rapid | 1 
as the flashing of lightning. More rapid ave they than 
the transmission of ideas by the telegraph, between 
Washington and Baltimore, or than that trapsmis- 
sion will be when, as such may happen, thoughts 

ave carried in a few moments round the earth. 
I knewa man who said, that in falling 20. feet, 

when he éxpected to die, the thoughts of a life-time 
| scemed to pass through his mind. He thought of 
his business—of his wife—ot his ehildren—and of 
that eternity to which he was going. A life séemed 
to pass through his mind, and nothing was lost So 
it will be when memory summons the acts of life, 
at the last tribunal. Nothing is lost, Thoughts 
once impressed, but apparently, lost, will. come out 
again. A life is written on our memory, as with in- 
visible ink. ' It is apparently lost to our frail ‘sight 
while here. Bat in the judgment’ fight, US will be 

seen enveloped around us, and will be unvoled till 

every line and letter is made visible. I knew a 
sailor, once, who said that when once'in a storm, on 
the giddy mast, while trying to furl a, sail, and could 
not, he cursed God. It passed out. of his mind for 
tweuty years, but now, in a season of excitement, 
he ‘said, Now I remémibes if, Tain lost?" 

Importance of Trifles. 
In this world nothing is a trifle. A paintér was 

one day ¢opying a poitrait of Rembrant. He 
| took off shadow after shadow, light after, light, 
line upon. line most accurately, Still the ex- 
pressionwas wanting. ‘Hundreds: on ‘hundreds 
of touches were valueless, tl, by the aid of a 
microscope, he discovered one hair like line be- 
low the eye; and this put in, ‘the whole likeness 
came. So itis with" all great thirigs. I is 

only littleness of mind that cannot “appreciate 
little things, On the eve of one of his great 
battles, the general, who almost ‘alone in-his | 
age, has’ ‘shown us whata “man is, was 
found "sitting up in his tent, writing folig—upon. 
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what ¥ on the comparative merits of tin and cop- | ment 
per canisters, for soldiers’ use. * Look at the 
works of nature. Do they exhibit any contempt 
for trifles t What is the pencilings of the flower, 
the plumage of the ‘insect, the moulding of the 
leaf, the depth below depth of animated 
worlds, sinking down till sense is lost in tra- a 

cing the minuteness of their strugtare—but a 
witness against the hpi? gs who thinks 
that in the sight of an I nfinite, Being anything 
can be little, when nothing can be nd “Think 
of “the Howan eye. It is'the riirror of the mind, 
the telegraph of thought, the great actor in the 
pantomine of signs, by which i asierd | 
with our fellow men, and read their souls. 
What i is it but a a, TMP. aay 

eyelids ? And vot by giv slight variations we 

read the thoughts, nd pa 1s 
within ; as we read a whole wo) 
present, and future, of this 
of man and wp iy ine ” 
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